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WHAT PUCK 


PETER LEARNS ABOUT SPIDERS 


ETER was visiting his grandparents who lived in the 
country. Not just out of town, but in the real country 
where there were pigs and chickens and cows. ‘There 

® || were also two of the most beautiful collie dogs you ever 

saw. In fact, there was everything that a boy could want 
to amuse himself with. 

Then, when Peter grew tired of those, Grandma was always 
ready with a cooky or a gingerbread man. At first, Peter was afraid 
nurse would take them away from him. He was never allowed to eat 
such things at home. But she didn’t. Perhaps she had tasted one and 
_ found how good it was. At any rate, Peter was allowed to eat all the 
cookies he wanted. And he wanted a great many, I can tell you. 
They were so good, all sugary, and sometimes they had raisins in them. 
Peter did wish Grandma would come to live at his house. 

Then there was Grandpa, who let Peter go with him when he 
went to see if things were quite all right down in the barnyard and 
around the chicken houses. Peter did so enjoy feeding the chickens. 
How they clucked and cackled, as they ate the grain which Peter 
threw to them. Peter wondered if they weren’t talking to each other, 
and, if so, what they were saying. 
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In the evening, when Peter was put to bed, his head hardly 
struck the pillow until he was asleep. But one night he just couldn’t 
make his eyes stay closed. There were so many strange noises. The 
next morning Peter asked Grandpa about them. 

“Well, Peter, I am sorry I can’t tell you about them this morn- 
ing,” said Grandpa. “Perhaps I will tell you some other time. [| 
have some things to see about in town, so I shall have to go now.” 

““Good-by,” said Peter, who was soon off to the garden, to see 
what he could discover there. Now what do you think he found? A 
spider spinning its web; or mending it, rather. The web had been 
spun the evening before. Peter had seen spiders before, and webs, 
too, for that matter. But he had never seen one under such favorable 
circumstances. This web was fastened in the most beautiful way to 
two currant bushes. And what a lovely one it was! Peter thought, 
“How nicely Puck could tell me about this jolly old spider, if he were 
only here.” 

It was a sultry day. But it was so nice and cool in the shade of 
the tree where Peter sat, that he was just dropping into a doze when he 
heard a merry little laugh. He opened his eyes very wide at that, 
for the laugh sounded like that of Puck’s. 

Sure enough, Puck had come, and Peter was very glad to see 
him. He hadn’t seen Puck for so long, you know. 

“Why, Puck,” said Peter, “I thought you had completely de- 
serted me. Where have you been, all this time?” 

“Oh, I have been about here, some,” answered Puck. “At times 
I went to see other of my little boy and girl friends, but a good bit of 
the time I have been right here. I thought you had quite forgotten me, 
though. You had not even wished for me for so long.” 

“But I am very glad you are here,”’ said Peter. “You can tell 
me about this spider. I know what it is, you see, because I saw a bug 
like it at home, and nurse said it was a spider. She didn’t tell me 
much about it, though. Will you please do so?” 

“Yes, indeed I will, with pleasure,” said Puck. ‘You see, 
there are many different kinds of spiders. There are those who spin 
webs and wait for insects to get caught in them. Then there are the 
ones who go about from place to place. This kind doesn’t spin webs. 
There is also a kind of spider that swims about on the water and spins 
fine, silky threads over it. 

“This one, as you see, is the kind that spins webs. And a very 
pretty web it is. One of the prettiest I have seen. See how daintily 
it is fastened together.” 

- “‘But how can it see to put such fine threads together?” asked 
eter. 
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“Well,” said Puck, “there are eight eyes in the head of a spider. 
I think it ought to be able to do pretty fine work with that many eyes, 
don’t you?” 

““What do they eat?” asked Peter. “And how do they get it, 
when they are so busy making webs?” 

“They live on insects that get caught in the web. That is one 
reason for their making it, to get food, you know. Then sometimes 
they fight each other, and the one who wins eats the other one.” 

At that the spider gave a kind of grunt in protest. “‘Puck needn’t 
have told you that last bit of gossip,” said the spider. ““We may get 
into a scrap occasionally, but that is no more than you humans do. 
Besides, we have many good qualities. We are very cleanly. We 
are very careful to keep our legs clean—and a goodly number we 
have, too; many more than your two ears, that you boys make such a 
fuss about, when they are washed. We are also persevering. When 
we find our web torn and broken, we begin right away to mend it. We 
never stop to cry over spilled milk. 

“T hope you don’t think I am the kind of spider you see at home. 
I am a garden spider; I am not a common house spider. I dare say 
they are quite all right in their way. But, oh, dear! Very distant 
cousins of mine. 

“You have perhaps heard of a bug called ‘Daddy Longlegs.’ 
He is also a relative of mine. A very handsome one he is, too. A lot 
of people are afraid of him. But he wouldn’t hurt any one for the 
world. None of us would. I can’t think who told you such stories 
about us. Perhaps it was the house flies. They are enemies of ours. 
But you must not pay any attention to them. They are very common 
indeed, and think no more about telling untruths than you would of 
eating a cooky.” 

“T never see you about in the winter,” said Peter. “Where do 
you stay?” 

- “Oh! we go to sleep in the winter and sleep until spring. So do 
the baby spiders. Have you seen any of the young ones?” inquired 
Mr. Spider. ‘““We carry them about with us in a silken bag we make 
for that purpose. We carry many hundreds about with us at a time. 
And we are so proud and fond of them. 

“You will find us in all parts of the earth, too—Europe, South 
America, Africa. Every place where man is, you will find us.” : 
_ Just then Peter said he heard Grandma calling him. So he told 
Puck and the spider good-by and ran to Grandma, who was standing 
on the porch with two large pieces of bread and jam. Needless to say, 
Peter pounced upon these as though he had had nothing to eat for a 
week. And Puck and the spider were forgotten for that day. 
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Chapter I].—continued. 
[-. @ a- JOTHER LOVE looked dreamily into the distance, and 
somehow Margaret did not feel like talking for a while. 
She just pressed her face close to Mother Love’s hand and 
§ || resolved that, no matter how hard it might be, she would 
) r$ find the way and she would make her Promise come true. 
inde hs Presently the pods began to open, and in a short time 
Mother Love and Margaret were surrounded by the merry, tumbling 
baby forms. The little girl joined eagerly with them as they frolicked 
into the lake and happily splashed about in the clear blue water. 

Then Mother Love called them to her and gave each one a 
pearly shell. And Margaret was sure that they were magic shells, for 
they were filled with a delicious white liquid when placed to the lips. 

When they had finished, Mother Love bade Margaret care for 
the Promies, and soon her crooning lullaby could be heard growing 
fainter and fainter as she worked among her vines. 

As Margaret was puzzling as to what she should do, a very sober 
little Promie wearing a bright red light said, “Margaret, please make 
your red light shine quickly, so we may all go to the Land of Gifts.” 

“But how can I make it shine?’’ begged the child. 

“Watch, and you will see,” they cried. 

Then the tiniest one of all flew to her and putting his arms around 
her neck whispered in her ear, “I'll tell you a secret. Mother Love 
cares most of all for me, and I am keeping my light shining so that she 
will be happy.” 

Then another and another of the Proniies climbed on her lap and 
told her the very same thing. And Margaret just smiled to herself, 


for she knew in her fast beating heart that Mother Love cared most of 
all for her. 
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They were in the midst of a rollicking game when suddenly the 
air became dark with a flock of ugly black things. They settled upon 
the tender young pods, and what was still worse, a great number flew - 
to Margaret and almost covered her. 

“The Fears have come! The Fears have come!” cried the 


Promies. And Margaret hid her face and cried aloud in her fright, 
for she was sure her little companions would seek refuge within their 


Instantly she was surrounded by Promies who beat off the Fears, 
while others ran to free the helpless pods. And soon the ugly black 
objects were driven off, for they could not stand the brilliant glare of 
the Promies’ lights. 

“Oh! how brave you are!” cried Margaret, as she looked at the 
beaming faces of the Promies. 

“‘That’s how we make our red lights shine,” they answered. 
““‘We promised to be brave, and always to help the weaker.” 

“Did / promise?” asked Margaret in a low voice. 

“Yes, but you have forgotten,” answered one little Promie, in a 
reproachful voice. 

Margaret hung her head in shame, and resolved that, come what 
might, her courage light must shine again. Then everything else was 
forgotten in their joy at the return of Mother Love. 

The Promies, who can remember only nice things, told her how 
Margaret had entertained them with stories and games. And to the 
child’s great joy, Mother Love said, 

“T have decided to place some of the vines in your care, dear little 
Promise Girl.” And she gave Margaret three great beds to tend while 
she went off to look after the welfare of the others. 

As the Promies slept in their pods most of the time, Margaret 
had plenty of opportunity for work. 

One pod seemed lovelier than all the rest. The little earth child 
eagerly watched it grow larger and rounder. And Mother Love 
always looked at it first when she came from her work. 

Margaret was alone when the pod began to split a little, and she 
went quickly to it and pressed it gently as she had seen Mother Love 
do. . It opened and she looked eagerly in. 

But what she saw made her draw back in horror. Surely some-— 
thing was wrong with her eyes! She bent over the pod and looked 
more closely. This time she felt worse than ever, for it was just 
exactly twice as bad as she had thought at first. She was very angry 
= she pushed the pod from her. As she did so a whimper came 

m it. 
The sound inside Mother Love to its side, and she swayed it 
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gently to and fro until all was quiet again. When she saw her small 
helper’s unhappy face she said, 

‘Are you becoming impatient to see what is in this lovely pod, 
dear? Come, let’s look. I heard a little cry and I am sure it will open 
quite soon.” 

But Margaret shook her head, and throwing herself into Mother 
Love’s arms, she clung tightly to her. She resolved that Mother Love 
should never know what was in that pod. She would get rid of it at 
the first opportunity. 

And although Mother Love tried very hard to get her to talk, 
Margaret would not. So she went a little sadly back to her work as 
a cry was heard in the distance. 

With a heavy heart Margaret also resumed her work. But she 
did not care for, nor go near, the vine that had lately been her pride. 

When Mother Love returned she bent anxiously over it, for it 
was drooping. Turning to Margaret she said tenderly, 

“Now, dear, I know what troubled you when I was here before. 
You were worried about your beloved vine. But never mind. If we 
trust it to the Great Gardener, it will be all right.” And again she 
took Margaret into her arms to comfort her. | 

This made the little girl feel worse than before. Oh! how sorry 
Mother Love would be if she knew about that dreadful pod! She 
must never, never know. 

d no sooner had Mother Love returned to her work than 
Margaret had decided upon her line of action. 

She angrily rooted up the hated vine, and, running down to the 
shore, she jumped with it onto a great leaf boat. Far out she could 
see an island, and toward it she rowed as fast as her aching, trembling 
arms would let her. 

When she finally reached it, she jumped on shore, and after she 
had jabbed a small hole in the ground, she roughly pushed the roots of 
the poor withered vine.into it. Without even stopping to water it, she 
sprang to her boat and pulled for the mainland. 

(To be continued.) 


Little Marjorie, having scratched herself on a blackberry bush, 
rushed into the house, and was gone a long time. When I called her 
she came out smiling. I said, “What did you do in there?” 

“T asked God to make it all well,” she replied. 

Later I discovered that she had stood upon a rocker and gotten 
my Bible. I inquired, “Did you have my Bible?” 

“Yes,” she replied, “I got the Bible book, and saw Jesus with a 
sheep in his arms, and then I got all well.”—VRelated by J. J. K. 
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LITTLE. 


GLADYS GRIER 


OU know, children, that one time Jesus said, “I am the 

Y vine, ye are the branches.” Well, of course we know 

that a vine loves all. its branches equally well, and that 

although the branches seem to be separate, they really 

nv are not, because they are all attached to the one stem, and 

2 altogether they make up the one plant. I am going to tell 
you about a little rose in blossom that did not know this. 

This particular little rose was very lovely; her petals were the 
most beautiful pink color you can imagine, and she gave out such 
wonderful fragrance that people passing by on the sidewalk, would 
sniff the air and look around to see where the odor came from. For a 
time, the little rose grew and unfolded and was very happy; she 
danced so lightly and gracefully on her little branch, that she was a 
delight to all who saw her. 

But one day something happened! On another branch, right 
near our little rose, a little rosebud began to open, and her sweet, deli- 
cate beauty at once attracted people’ s attention. Our little rose looked 
at her, and something not at all nice seemed to creep into her heart. 
When she looked away again the sun did not seem to shine nearly so 
brightly as it had before, and our little rose didn’t feel like dancing 
and smiling at all; in fact she felt quite the opposite. 

The new bud continued to unfold and to grow more and more 
lovely, but our little rose, I’m sorry to say, instead of rejoicing in her 
as in a new friend, grew more and more sulky and dejected. She 
had. to turn her head almost completely around, in order to see her 
beautiful little neighbor, and. she turned it so much trying to find out 
what the new rosebud was doing and whether or not people were 
looking at her and praising her, that, what do you think happened? 
Her stem finally became twisted tightly and she couldn’t untwist it! 
So, besides having to look at the new bud whether she wished to or not, 
it was now impossible for’the vine to send her daily food to her! A 
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vine cannot send food up to a flower through a twisted stem, can it? 
No, indeed. 

Of course when the food from the roots was cut off, the rose 
began to fade, and then she disliked the bud more than ever. She 
said to herself, 


“The vine is sending all the food to that bud because she is 


- prettier than I am. ‘That’s the reason I’m fading—the vine isn’t send- 


ing me my food any more,” when all the time it was her own fault. 
The kind old vine was trying its best to send her food, but she herself 
had twisted the stem, and the food could not reach her. 

One day when things were in this sad state, some people ap- 
proached the vine and began examining its blossoms. They praised 
the new bud for its beauty and sweet fragrance, but unfortunately 
quite overlooked our little rose, and she was so filled with envy that 
she decided to do something to “that bud” (as she scornfully called 
her), that would hurt her and spoil her beauty, so that no one would 
ever praise her again. So she thought and thought, and at last hit upon 
a plan. This is what she decided to do: She would beat that bud 
by lashing herself against her, until the bud’s beautiful petals should 
be strewn upon the ground. “Then,” thought the rose, “people will 
look at me and will praise my beauty once more.” 

So she set about it. She had worked herself up into quite a fury 


by this time. She beat against the bud, throwing herself against her 


little neighbor as hard as she could. But what do you think happened ? 
The innocent little bud was somewhat bruised by the lashing she re- 
ceived, it is true, but by far the worse consequences were suffered by 
the little rose herself; in her anger she knocked off all her own petals! 

When the rose realized what had happened, and that it was all 
her own fault, she felt very, very sorry, and she cried herself to sleep - 
that night. 

Well, that is all very sad, and I am glad to say that it is not the 
end of the story. . 

The next morning when the bud awoke, still a trifle stiff and 
bruised, she looked over and saw her poor neighbor looking most for- 
lorn, without a single petal. And a wave of pity swept over the little 
bud. Instead of hating the rose, she kept saying in her heart, “I for- 
give you, poor dear. You really didn’t know what you were doing,” 
till at length the rose just felt the kindly thought, and before the day 
was over she had begged the bud to forgive her. 

The little bud was very wise and her -heart was full of love, so 
she gladly forgave the rose and they became good friends. The rose, 
now that her petals were gone and there was no special pleasure in 
waving herself about for the passers-by to see, decided, like a sensible 
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rose, to do something useful in the world. So she set to work taking 
care of the little seeds which had been given her to watch, so that 
later there might be many more lovely blossoms. And this is the secret 
which she whispered to each seed before she let it go: 

“Remember, dear, that there is but one vine, though there are 
many branches. If one of your blossoms thinks that another is re- 
ceiving more good from the vine than it is, tell it to look carefully to 
its own stem, and see that it isn’t twisted. For the vine really loves 
all the branches equally, and gives to all freely, and if one is not 
getting its share, it will find that somehow the fault is all its own. And 
another thing I’ve learned in my life is this: If I ever try to injure any 
one else, I hurt myself far more than I do the other.” 


Don’t you think the little rose had learned something very true 
and valuable? 


THE DIFFERENCE 


Two pairs of brown eyes looked in mine, 
Two boyish faces grave 

Asked me the wondrous question old, 
Man’s dignity to save. 


“Now tell us truly, Mother dear, 
Is it quite really true, 
The story that we’ve heard today 
"Bout boys and girlies, too? 


“* “Sugar and spice and all things nice, 
Little girls are made o’, 
But snaps and snails and puppies’ tails 
Little boys are made 0?’ ” 


I caught my laddies to my heart, 
For their hearts seemed so sore; 

Yes, part of that old song is true, 
Just half—not one bit more. 


“**Tis true that girls are made of sweets 
And everything that’s nice; 
Of graceful, dainty loveliness, 
They’re precious beyond price. 
““But boys—ah, there’s the difference! 
They’re made of grander things; 
Of all that’s brave and bold and true, 
And all that honor brings.” 


Adele Ferguson Knight. 
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—— ~~ |. VE been up in the air and over the hills and through the 
woods and across the plains, but never yet have we made a 
trip under the ground. What would you say to such a trip? 

“But, Peter Pan, i it wouldn’t be interesting to go down 
under the ground,” says Mary. 

not?” 

“Because—well, it’s more fun to go up.” 

““Yes, and besides, it’s dark down under the ground,” says Joe. 

“And how would we get down? Would we have to dig a big hole?” 

“Oh! no,” says George;”’ it would take too big a hole to get all 
- Peter Pan boys and girls down in. We can find a big cave some 
place. 

Well, that isn’t just what I had in mind. Of course caves are 
interesting, but that isn’t what I figured on for this trip. 

“Do tell us about it, Peter Pan,” I hear you saying, so I will try 
and make it very clear and easy for you all. “We'll go down an ant 
hole; there are ants everywhere, so none of us will have any trouble in 
finding a hole to go down.” 

- “But, Peter Pan,” says Ray, “an ant hole is too small. We 
can’t go down an ant hole, ha! ha!” 

“Oh! yes, we can; you just don’t know how. You probably 
thought we could not fly, but we did, didn’t we? 

““Well, it’s just as easy to go down an ant hole as it is to fly. All 
we needed in order to fly was interest, and that is all we need to go 
down the ant hole. Interest leads us every place we go, and I am 
sure if we can keep our interest we can have a very successful trip.” 

Let’s follow the first ant we see, and he will probably lead us 
right to his hole. As when we followed the bees, the closer we get to 
the hole the more ants we see; soon right ahead of us we see a little 
mound of dirt, and the first thing we know the ant we have been fol- 
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lowing has disappeared down a small hole in the center. 
low instantly, and down into the ground we go. 

Soon we are in the midst of an underground colony, as clean and 
orderly as any city ever built on the surface of the earth. Here and 
there are tunnels branching off from the main entrance. As we follow 
these one by one, we learn that one leads to the nursery where the 
baby ants are fed, washed, and cared for, even better and more thor- 
oughly than some human babies. Following the next passage, we are 
surprised beyond all measure, for here we find a lot of those little green 
bugs that we see on plants. What can these little green bugs be doing 
here among the ants? The ants are actually carrying bits of grass and 
things to them, and taking the very best care of them. What can it all 
be for? As we watch closely we discover what it is about, for an 
ant comes along and bites one of these little green bugs, and a white 
substance like milk comes out, which the ant immediately appropriates. 
Sure enough, the ants use these bugs for the same purpose that we use 
cows. This is really the ants’ dairy department. 

And so on we go; every new place we get into, we learn some- 
thing more about the strange and interesting things that ants do. No 
wonder Solomon sent people to the ant to “consider her ways, and be 
wise.” We can’t write all these interesting things here, but you can 
go to your public library and read all you want to. 

But while we are down here, let’s take a walk under the grass 
and flowers and see what they all look like from this side. 

“Did you ever see such a mixture of seeds, worms, roots and bugs 
in your life?” 

““Peter Pan, this must be where they all stay during the winter 
when it is cold on top of the ground,” says Joe. 

Yes, that is true. It is quite like our thoughts when we are awake 
and when we are asleep. Today we do lots of things, and our minds 
are full of ideas; we go to sleep and forget all about them. But when 
we wake up in the morning we remember them again. When it is nice 
and warm in the summer, all the things in nature have a wonderful 
time, but when it gets cold some of them crawl into the seeds and fall 
down onto the ground and get covered up. Others crawl down into 
the roots or bulbs, and there they sleep until winter is over and it is 
warm again. Then they wake up, remember what they did last year, 
and all join in doing the same things over again. - 

After this, when all the things in nature go back into the ground, 
we will just remember that they are asleep and that every root and seed 
will wake up and grow again. You have noticed when each one of 
these wakes up in the spring it looks perfect and happy and fresh. It 


But we fol- 
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is only when it has been awake a long time and other things have inter- 
fered with it that it becomes spoiled. 

When we wake up in the morning we should be just as happy 
and fresh as nature is in the spring. The way we feel and act in the 
morning shows what kind of seed we have planted deep down in our- 
selves. If we are truly good at heart in all that we do, every morning 
will be wonderful, just like the springtime. 

This time of year when nature is getting ready to go to sleep, it is 
remembering the beautiful things that happened all summer, so they 
will be the first ones remembered in the spring. 

Yes, and we will all have good memories if we will know that 
every thought or experience we have ever had is stored up some place, 
just below the surface in our bodies, and that each can be awakened. 

“But, Peter Pan, what good are the worms and bugs in the 
ground?” asks Mary. 

“What do you think of them, Mary >” 

“Oh! I think they are all right, but I don’t like them to touch 
me. What are they for?” 

“Everything in nature has some particular kind of service, and if 
this service is not properly carried on, something lacks just that much of 
being perfect. I will tell you just one of the splendid things the worms 
and bugs do, and then leave you to find other things. 

“Did you ever see any earth confined where the air did not get 
through it?” 

“Yes, and smelled it, too,” says Joe, and all the rest of us have 
a laugh. 

““We have all seen and smelled such places, for dirt does sour and 
become infertile, unless it is stirred up and given air. Well, here is one 
splendid way in which the bugs and the worms help. They dig holes 
all through the ground, and the air then has a chance to get in and keep 
it sweet. This makes it better for the crops, and the better the crops 
the better food we have. So now you can see that the bugs, worms, 
- ants, are all working.to make the earth a better place for us to 

ive in. 

“Even the bugs that we call pests come just to help clean up the 
dirt we leave around. We must do our part, as the bugs and worms do 
theirs, and then there won’t be so many bugs and worms around. If 
we will keep our minds, bodies, homes, and towns clean, we will have 
a happy and wonderful place to live in. 

““Now, as we come up out of the ground, we will surely have a 
better understanding of some of the things that go on down there; 
and while everything down under the surface is doing all it can to 
make this a nice place to live in, we will be doing all we can up here.” 
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KINDNESS 


[ew walt: SOMETIMES hear one person praise another by say- 
\ " } ing that he or she is kind. Then we know that the person 
spoken of is always ready to do a good deed for another, 
re: fF speak good words of another, or think good about another. 
2 There is a great, great amount of kindness in the world, 
| Ue |) and there are many, many people who are always kind. 
In fact, there is so much kindness and so many kind people that kind- 
ness in some form is always with us and around us. 

Every kindness of act or word makes us glad, whether the kind- 
ness is shown to us or to another. So we are going to have a part in 
keeping kindness going. We will be kind wherever we can and when- 
ever we can. This means that we will be kind all the time; kind to 
people when we are with them, kind in our words when we speak of 
them, kind in our thoughts when we think of them. 

We will be kind in school, kind with the home folks, kind when we 
go into the store to buy things. We will be kind when we are with 
our heavenly Father only, or, as we sometimes say, when we are alone. 

We have learned that we are never alone, because when no 
human being, no animal, no plant is near, God is with us. It is his 
love in us that makes us wish to be kind always. 

If we help another to carry a load that is too heavy for one, that 
is kindness. 

If we remember to say something good pice a playmate when 
others have forgotten to do so, that is kindness. 

If we help an animal to be more comfortable by giving it a drink, 
or if we make the harness of a horse easier for it, those are both very 
beautiful acts of kindness. 

I am sure that when we come to think over the ways in which we 
can be kind, we shall find so many that it would take a long, long piece 
of paper and perhaps several pencils to write them all down! 

I am sure, too, that if we remember always to practice these 
kindnesses we shall be adding more and more kindness to that which 
is now in the world. 


The Bible tells about God’s kindness to us. Day and night, he 
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is doing kind things for us. When we play or study or work, his loving 
kindness helps us by making us sweeter or wiser or abler. When we 
rest or sleep or think, his loving kindness helps us by giving us more 
strength and by making our thoughts fresh and pleasant. 

Jesus Christ is the kindest person that has ever been on the earth. 
He is kind to every one all the time. He is kind in teaching us how 
we may know more about our heavenly Father. He is kind in show- 
ing us every day how we may live more like himself, so that we can 
please the heavenly Father by our kind ways. 

Of course we all wish to be kind every day and every moment of 
every day. This thought will help us: 

I will always be kind to others, because God is always kind to me. 

We can think for our friends: 

You will always be kind to others, because God is always kind 
to you. 


QUESTIONS ON KINDNESS 
What do we mean when we say that some one is kirid? 
What does kindness do for us? 


How cah we help to increase the kindness that is already in the 
world? 


Name as many ways-as you can in which we can be kind. 

What can you say of God’s kindness to us? 

Who is the kindest person that has ever been on earth? Mention 
some of His kindness to us. 

How can you remember always to be kind? 

How can you help others always to be kind? 


THE BEE’S WISDOM 


Said a little wandering maiden 
To a bee with honey laden, 
“Bee, in all the flowers you work, 
Yet in some doth poison lurk.” 


_ “That I know, my little maiden,” 
Said the bee with honey laden; 
“But the poison I forsake, 
And the honey only take.” 


“Cunning bee, with honey laden, 
That is right,”’ replied the maiden. 
“So will I from all I meet, 
Only take the good and sweet.” 
—Selected. 
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Get the basket, 
Get the sack, 
Strap the knapsack 
on your back. 
Holiday, 
This for play, 
To the woods make 
haste away! 
verhead, 
Oak tree flam- 
ing russet red; 
Sumac bright, 
Left and right 
Trails the Ivy, 
brilliant sight! 
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Hear the crisp leaves singing! 
See the blue jay winging! 
Cottonwoods and willows bare, 
Smell of autumn in the air. 


Hazelnuts are ripe asneedbe,_ 
On the bush and on the ground. 
Fill the basket, 

Fill the sack, 


Fill them full as you can pack. 


Winter comes with ice, and howling, 
“Shrieking winds, snow eddies prowling: 
Then, beside the kitchen stove, 

Feast on manna from the grove. 
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But today, 
Let us stray 
Where the flaunting moments sway. 
Of tomorrow 

Let's not borrow 

Any fear to cause us sorrow, 
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For the kindly seasons strew 
Largess rich for me, for you. 


Time for lunch! 
Call the bunch! 
Sandwich, egg, and cooky 
munch, 
Here is plenty 
Food for twenty, 
And our number is not half! 
Give the scrap bread 
to the calf; 
Leave the best 
Of the rest 


Underneath the squirrel's nest. 
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Crumbs we'll scatter,— 

It's no matter— 

Where the fox and woodchuck patter. 
Let each creature, shy or bold, 

Have the share his strength can hold. 


Sun declines, 

Hearth fire shines, 

Evening vapor streams in lines. 
Chill the breeze 

Through the trees; 

Sunset frost will turn to freeze. 
Sunny April, 

Dark December, 


Here's a day we shall remember! 


Homeward wending, 
Voices blending, 
Songs to cheer the frolic's ending. 


Twilight thickens, shadows fall, 
Home's the best place after all! 
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DEANE'S TRAVELS 
AUNT RUTH 


aT | EANE is a real, true-enough boy, who lived in Kansas 
19) City next door to Unity last spring. When the warm 
days in June came, Deane and his mother started on a 
A, ( long trip. They first went to Detroit, and that took them 
a across the states of Missouri, Illinois, Indiana, a little 
v corner of Ohio and on up into Michigan, where Deane’s 
grandpa and grandma, uncles and aunts, and many other relatives 
live. Wasn’t Deane a happy boy? Let me whisper it,—he was a 
wee bit homesick at leaving Unity. At a little town called Brunswick, 
in Missouri, his face-lighted up and he said, “Look, mother, there is a 
man with a Wee Wisdom in his hand!” And sure enough, there was 
a man coming down to the train carrying a copy of Wee Wisdom, 
and leading a little girl. That was one thrilling event of the journey 
to Detroit. 

About an hour before the train pulled into the city, Deane laid 
his head on the window sill and cried because he was such a long way 
from Unity; he felt sure he couldn’t be happy in Detroit, with only a 
girl for a playmate. Then he fell asleep, for it was very warm. 

Mother awakened him at Detroit. Uncle Harry was waiting 
with his car; auntie and cousin Merle gave him a glad welcome. At 
their home he found a swing, a fine play house with a floor, a rug, lots 
of housekeeping things, and picture books. 

There is a Unity in Detroit, too. Uncle Harry took us there in 
his car on Sunday morning, and we met Mrs. Wood, who had visited 
in Kansas City at Unity; and oh, joy! Mrs. Militz, who gave the 
Easter address at Kansas City Unity, was the speaker. You should 
have seen Deane’s brown eyes shine. He slipped through the crowd 
as soon as she stepped from the rostrum, and standing straight and 
expectant, he said, “Mrs. Militz, don’t you remember me?” Mrs. 
Militz met him graciously, and he was a happy boy. 

There were car rides in beautiful Detroit, and once Uncle Harry 
drove the car onto the boat, and we went over to Windsor, Ontario. 
We had dinner at a wayside inn, and afterward a long drive outside of 
“Uncle Sam’s’’ country, for the first time in Deane’s remembrance. 

In Romeo, Michigan, Deane visited his grandparents and many 
other relatives, and was invited to spend a-:day on a farm. There he 
learned to drive a horse; he came back to grandpa’s in a buggy, driving 
around a corner like a man of experience. At grandpa’s there was a 
fine old woodshed, and Deane had a hammer, a small saw, plenty of 
nails, and little boards to make things with. Then, as if these were not 
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enough, a merry-go-round was set up half a block from the front 
porch. Among so many relatives, nickles were easily acquired; so 
Deane had many rides. 

The next objective point in the journey was Glendive, Montana, 
to see Aunt Lizzie and Uncle Joe and Joe Jr., three and a half years 
old. We arrived at Glendive very early on the morning of the 4th of 
July, and went to Hotel Jordan to wait. We were shown to a room 
on the second floor, and there was a broad veranda, from which we 
looked down on Main street, and saw gay decorations for the cele- 
bration; but looking straight ahead, we saw huge, gray, barren bluffs. 
Pretty soon Aunt Lizzie came up, with Joe Jr. and Uncle Joe. Then 
the parade began. A cowboy performance at the fair grounds was 
the next feature; Uncle Joe took the little boys in the car to see that. 
Deane had long admired cowboys in the movies, but here he saw real, 
live ones, on real bronchos that kicked and bucked more than those in 
the movies do. That was a Fourth worth the long journey. 

In. the evening, Uncle Joe gathered his family and guests into 
the Maxwell, and started on the thirty-mile trip across the “bad lands,” 
to his farm home in Bloomfield Valley. ‘The big prairie farm was 
another new experience for Deane. He pumped water out of the well, 
—clear, cold and delicious: he fed the baby chickens, and climbed a 
long hill where he could see so far away that the world looked bigger 
than it ever had before. He had some delightful auto rides in the 
valley, and it was as hard to leave the valley folks as it had been to 
leave Michigan and Kansas City. But Mother said they must go on 
to Yakima and Seattle. 

They took the Northern Pacific train out of Glendive one morn- 
ing, and started across the long state of Montana and the Rocky 
Mountains, on to Washington. That evening they viewed the won- 
derful mountains from the train windows. The sun appeared to set 
far beneath them on one side, and the mountains of rock towered far 
above on the other. There were two locomotives, one ahead and one 
in the rear, and Deane saw them at each end, as the train wound its 
way around the curves in the mountains, some of the time 6500 feet 
above the sea level. The immense rocks, piled mountain high, were a 
sight to be remembered. 

Deane was eager to vince Yakima, for there he expected to meet 
sister Nina. 

It was nearly four o'clock in the afternoon of the second day 
when they left the train and went to Hotel Sydney, where they had 
refreshing baths and clean clothes. Then mother phoned the news of 
their arrival to sister Nina, at Selah. She came in a car, more quickly 
than seemed possible, and with sister’s arms around him, Deane felt 
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that he had reached his destination. It was decided that mother should 
go on to Seattle next morning, and leave him with Nina, to follow a 
few days later when her vacation began. 

' After seeing mother off, they had a street car ride of four 
miles to Selah, passing fine gardens and orchards. Deane met some 
of sister's friends, and was invited with her to join a week-end camping 
party “up the Nile,” which sounds as far away as Egypt, but it is a 
cool mountain stream in Washington. They went in automobiles, 
with plenty of provisions, blankets, etc., and took all the children and 
the dog, so they had a jolly time. Deane added to his other new 
experiences that of sleeping in a tent in the woods. 

When Nina’s vacation time came a few days later, they were in- 
vited to motor with friends across the Cascade Mountains to Seattle. 
This was a charming trip of 175 miles. They made it in a day, and 
reached Bothell, where Nina’s own brother resides, at about 10 in the 
evening. Deane understands that Nina and her brother are only half 
related to him, but he loves them just the same. There are many 
people well worth loving, to whom we bear no human relationship. 
God loves us all; so should we love all, and not limit our love to those 
we call our own. 

Deane enjoyed Bothell and big brother’s children, Eben and 
Alice Burrows. They played circus. It was easily played; they put 
a kitten into a barrel, and laid the barrel on Eben’s express wagon; the 
open end of the barrel was covered with a tablecloth. It was worth 
two cents to lift the cloth and look in. There was no report given of 
the amount of money they made, but undoubtedly the circus was a 
financial success. 

Deane was in Seattle to see the flower parade of the General 
Grand Assembly of the O. E. S. When it was over, he returned with 
his mother and sister to Yakima, where he expects to remain for a time, 
and where he hopes to meet some Unity children. 


IT COULDN'T BE DONE 


Somebody said that it couldn’t be done, 
But he, with a chuckle, replied 

That “Maybe it couldn’t,” but he would be one 
Who wouldn’t say so till he’d tried. 


So he buckled right in with a trace of a grin 
On his face. If he worried he hid it. 
He started to sing as he tackled the thing 
That couldn’t be done—and he did it. 
—Selected. 
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STEPAN'S FIRST MOVIE 
“Tt is,” said Stepan. 
“Tt isn’t,” said Piatr. 
But it was. In about 30 seconds they found out. Whereby they 


‘made it plain that boy pals in Podgoritza have certain points in com- 


mon with boy pals in Kansas City and South Boston. The big white 
convas screen at the end of the room was truly the place, the chosen 
spot where the wizard of the Americans would give his performance, 
and this in spite of the obvious fact that the Americans themselves were 
gathered around a queer little box at the opposite end of the old 
Podgoritza storehouse. 

There was a sudden brightness in the shadowy room. All the 
light seemed to be coming out of the broad expanse of that white 
screen. You may be very sure that Stepan and Piatr and the rest of 
the crowd of curious Montenegrins seated on the floor lost no time in 
facing that light. 

Then a fearful thing happened. The lights grew dimmer, and 
out of that canvas screen dashed a carriage—yes, a carriage, drawn by 
prancing horses! In the carriage sat smiling foreigners with high silk 
hats. They bowed continually to a wildly waving crowd of men and 
women who ran out from the white canvas after the carriage. 

Of course Stepan and Piatr joined the mad rush for the door. 
Could they get out before they were trampled under the horses’ hoofs? 
It was a hideous moment. 

But it was only a moment, for in the next instant the horses and 
the cheering throng had vanished, and the wizard of the Americans 
stepped forward with a commanding shout. ‘The panic stricken 
Montenegrins stood still while an interpreter explained that the horses 
were unable to leave the screen. Furthermore, the Americans had 
solemnly promised that not one of all the marvelous things which were 
shortly to appear upon the screen would be permitted to escape. 

“‘Let’s wait,” whispered Stepan. “I want to see what the other 
things are going to be.” ; 

It was an evening of wonders. Scenes of distant lands, with 
strange people and stranger costumes, were summoned forth by the 
spell of the American magician. But the most exciting part of the 
whole entertainment was the incredible adventure of an American 
soldier in Europe, who flew in his dreams to his home across the 
Atlantic and then came back with a thud to the floor of his bedroom. 
The Montenegrins in the old storehouse laughed and laughed and 
laughed until their shrieks could almost have reached the ears of the 
far-away American Juniors who had given them this movie treat.— 


American Red Cross (Juvenile) . 
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ROYAL, SECRETARY 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 
Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 
Motto—Love never faileth. 


Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak 
no evil. 


Requirement for Membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 


Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month before the 
date of issue. 


Pins—Twenty-five cents each. 


A Peter Pan Cap is sent to any boy or girl who secures five subscriptions 
for Wee Wisdom. 
Dear Boosters: 

This is Halloween month, and the Unity Boosters are going to have a 
party with pumpkins and play-ghosts and all sorts of things, to make it seem 
spooky and like Halloween. We shall have our party on the second floor 
of the new Inn. There will be lots of room to spread around, and it will 
be the first party ever given there. I wish that every Booster in all the wide 
world, from the jungles of Africa to the pine covered mountains of Sweden, 
could come to the party. We would have a big time. The International 
New Thought Alliance has just finished a congress here, and lots of the 
Boosters came with their papas and mammas. We had a place for them 
to play, and every one seemed to have a good time. 

Imelda was just in to see me—do you know Imelda? She is the little 
lady who loves the kiddies so dearly, and sees that you all get the best 
stories and pictures which can be obtained. She says that she has lots of 
things that she can’t find room to print, because there are so many Booster 
letters. She thinks that if you wish to correspond with a Booster it would 
be a good idea to write direct to some Booster whose letter is printed in 
Wee Wisdon, instead of asking through the magazine for some one to write 
to you. I told her that I thought that if we had a letter contest every 
month and just printed the best letters—the ones full of God’s love and tell- 
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ing of the kind things which the Boosters have been able to do, every one 
would like it better. Don’t you think that every Booster ought to tell how 
much he has been able to boost, instead of just about his teachers and pets? 
You know we are all God’s children, and we must prove that we are true 
Boosters by helping all of God’s children, everywhere. 

Remember that the directions for getting the Peter Pan caps are given 
every month at the head of the Booster Club Department. It is easy to 
get one if you try. I hear some of the Unity Boosters calling me, so I must 
say good-by for this month. Your loving big brother Booster, ROYAL. 


Oamaranui, Maxwelltown, New Zealand. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—This is the first time I have written to you. I 
ee live eighteen miles in the country from Wanganiu, the fifth largest town in 
a r New Zealand. I dearly love Wee Wisdom, and would like to become a 
FY Booster. I go to private school in Wanganui and come home only for my 
term holidays. We have a beautiful view from our home. On a clear 
day we can see for two hundred square miles. Today is beautifully clear, 
and we can see Mount Egmont ‘and Kapiti Island, and away out at sea 
the outline of the South Island. The farm land around us is used for sheep 
pastures or dairy purposes. We have a beautiful climate, and many winter 
days are like summer. Next time I shall tell you about our native ferns and 
shrubs. My father is hoping to take us to California soon; then I shall get 
a Booster pin, and I hope that I shall meet some of the Boosters. 
Nancy Macgregor. 
Valmeyer, 
Dear Wee Wisdom—This is the twenty-fifth year that I have had 
: your visits. You are a useful, nice book, and my children and I have 
learned much good from you. Have you been visiting any one longer 
ee than you have been coming to our home? I would like to ask you for a 
treatment for my hair. Yours truly, Mrs. Theo Schellhardt. 
Wee Wisdom is glad to hear from friends she has been visiting for 
years. Will those who have been receiving Wee Wisdom for twenty-five 
years or more, please write to Mrs. Schellhardt? Her address is R. 1, Box 
63. As soon as her letter came, we saw Mrs. Schellhardt perfect, as God 
always sees her, and we gave thanks that the beauty and strength of -his 
abundant life is expressed in her hair; shall we all hold this vision of per- 
fection for our dear friend, Wees? 


San Diego, Calif. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—Please tell Irene Simpson that her mother might 
be interested to learn that Emma G. Hawkins, at 902 C Street, San Diego, 
has a class in Fillmore’s “Christian Healing,” Wednesday evening at 7:30 
o'clock. The telephone number is, Main 3043. If Irene will give her ad- 
dress and street number I may be able to tell her about Unity children. 
Please, Irene, publish it in Wee Wisdom so that other Wees in San Diego 
may know where you are. Emma G. Hawkins. 
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La Jolla, Calif. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou tell me you are growing larger, and I am 
so glad. I am inclosing a money order for three dollars, for two new friends 
who want you to visit them, and one dollar for a gift to help the larger 
Wee Wisdom. I took this money from a box which mother and I call my 
Thank-You-Box. When mother began to give me an allowance, she said 
she thought I would be glad if I learned from the beginning to put aside one 
tenth of all the money I received, to use especially for God's service. I love 
to do it, and I am glad to pay your traveling expenses to my friends, for you 
are such a welcome visitor in our home. I would like to have my name 
enrolled in the Booster Club. I have worn a pin for a year and | am trying 
to be a true Booster. With love, Mary Alice Daniel. 
Ripon, Wis. 
Dear W ee Wisdom—A member of the Booster Club from the Badger 
State wishes to express her deep interest in, and love for, the best children’s 
magazine published. You have brought to an orphan the comforting 
knowledge of an all-protecting, loving Father-Mother-God. Your in- 
spired message is making possible for her the manifestation of self-mastery. 
I have made quite a few demonstrations through your and Unity’s help. 
Would you, please, give me a thought which will lead me to express Spirit 
in my music? ‘Your pen and ink sketches are very, very beautiful and 
expressive of the joy and freedom of Divine Mind. I am so glad that the 
younger boys and girls have the opportunity of reading your good, clean, 
wholesome stories and rhymes, instead of the dark gruesome fairy tales 
and myths which we older ones were provided with. “Bug-a-Boo-Bill,” 
and other poems are a pleasure and inspiration to read to the young and 
so-called old, alike. I think I am the only one you visit in this city. ‘There 
are few readers of the Unity literature in Ripon, but I trust the number will 
increase through my effort to spréad the Truth literature. Wee Wisdom’s 
traveling expenses are paid to our Carnegie Public Library, and I hope 
that a Booster Club may be formed as a result. Our beautiful little city is 
also historic. Its beauty consists in its many mangnificent maple and elm 
shade trees, and it is historic from the fact that the Republican party was 
formed here in a little white school house in 1854. This building still stands 
on the edge of the college campus. Before closing my letter to the Wees 
I want to ask of some of the Boosters, who have clubs in their own towns, if 
they will not write to me telling me of their plan of work and play. In- 
closed you will find your traveling expenses for next year to two places, 
and a love offering. I want to contribute a little to the magazine that has 
given so much to me. Yours for the perfect life, Evelyn M. Hunter. 
Minneapolis, Minn. 
Dear Booster Club—Will you please enroll me as a member? I am 
reading Wee Wisdom every month. During my vacation, which I spent 
in the country, I taught my playmates this prayer which I read in Wee 
Wisdom: “I have no place for pain or fear, for God is love and God is 
here.” We say this prayer every night in bed. Your Friend, 
Pearl Lundeberg. 
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Umatali, South Rhodesia, South Africa. 

Wee Wisdom—I want to tell you how I helped rid the house of rats. 
We've a dear cat, so full of love she will not kill her brothers—the rats. I 
used to go every day into the silence and tell those rats that God, our 
Father, had a comfortable home for them somewhere, and then ask God 
to show them their home. He did, all but one great big rat. So I always 
told that rat, as he ran along the pole over my bed, that he must go, too, 
but he would not until I loved him so much one day that he also departed. 
We are vegetarians, and do not eat our brothers. Colin C. Plumstead. 


Mildred Sills, R. 1, Box 221, Fort Worth, Texas, writes: 

I enjoy reading Wee Wisdom stories very much. Mother gave it to 
sister and me, for Christmas. The stories we like are “Peter Pan,” 
“The Little Gray House at the End of the Lane,” and the “Bible Stories.” 
Wee Wisdom, I had what they called the “flu” last winter, and it left my 
eyes very weak and painful when I study; so Mamma told me to write to 
Wee Wisdom, and you would help me. Thanking you for your help, and 
glad that I am a little Wee Wisdom reader, Yours truly, Mildred Sills. 

Dear Mildred, remember that it is God’s Spirit of health in you which 
will heal your eyes and keep them always strong and able to see. We are 
making this prayer for you: “God’s health heals and strengthens your eyes, 
and you see perfectly, always.” 


Louise and Hilda Walter, of Kansas City, Missouri, are regular good 
fairy Boosters in their home. They help their mother in many ways, and 
every day they say the Prayer of Faith. 


Erma Ruth Naill, of Hopkins, Missouri, is a new Booster. She asks 
that some of the Wees write to her. She reads her Wee Wisdom to a 


little girl and a little boy, and she is especially pleased with the new story, 
“The Promise Girl.” ? 


Iris Houston, of Pepeekeo, Hawaii, has written from her island home 
asking to be made a Booster, and it would be fine for some of the Wees to 
write her letters, of welcome to their club membership. Iris thinks the 
puzzles are “very interesting as well as puzzling.” The requirement for 
membership is given at the head of the Booster Club department. 

Irene Parker, of 546 St. Jean Avenue, Detroit, Michigan, says, “The 
last time I wrote to you, you did not answer my letter, so please answer this 
time.” Irene, dear, we send out over thirteen thousand Wee Wisdoms, and 
we have hundreds and hundreds and hundreds of Boosters and Wees. 
Don’t you see we can answer the letters through Wee Wisdom, only, and 
that it is impossible to answer all the letters that come to us even in that 
way? Sometimes we just give the names and some little saying from the 
letter. Robert Parker, a relative, probably a brother, also writes telling of 
his great “luck” since he wrote us last time. He has had a position all 
summer, and has been quite happy in his work. 
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Geraldine Shootes, of Pine Bluff, Arkansas, is one of the latest 
Boosters. Geraldine told of praying to God to help find a bunch of mis- 
laid keys and of the Spirit’s guiding her mother where to find them. Of 
the Wee Wisdom fairies she writes: 


Whenever there’s peace and love around, 

The Wee Wisdom fairies can always be found. 
When you are feeling sulky or mad, 

The Wee Wisdom fairies will make you glad. 
Then when you are helping the blind or poor, 
The Wee fairies are near you know, to be sure. 


Fannie D. Cheek, of Chicago, Illinois, asks that all of the Wees hold 
the thought for her that she will learn her lessons more readily. Boost, 
Boosters; this is your chance! 


Pearl Gilbert, of Minneapolis, Minnesota, has written Wee Wisdom 
her first letter: Pearl told of how much she enjoyed the stories. The letter 
was short because she wanted to boost a little by helping her mother with 
the dishes. 

Emily Cody, of Mayville, Michigan, has become a member of the 
Club, and is wearing a pin. Emily says she likes all the stories in Wee 
Wisdom and wrote the following poem for the Wees: 

Shine, shine, big sun, 

As over the sky you run. 
' I wonder who you are, 

Up in the air so far. 


I am a ball of fire, 
And am glad that you admire 
All my pretty looks 


That are found in picture books. 


Ingar Miller, of Sheboygan, Wisconsin, who has only taken Wee 
Wisdom since April, has become so enthusiastic over the Boosters that she 
has become a member. She likes best “The Little Gray House at the End 
of the Lane,” the “Bible Lessons” and the Boosters’ letters. 

Dorothy Cheek, of Gainsville, Georgia, cured herself of a breaking out 
on the ear with this little prayer, “God in his love pours into my being his 
healing stream of life. I am one with it. It flows freely into every cell 
and nerve of my body, making me every whit whole, in the name of Jesus 
Christ.” Dorothy is saying this prayer for others, too, and she feels sure 
all Wees can cure themselves and others with these words. 

Barclay Murray, of Merced, California, loves everything in Wee 
Wisdom. 

Anna Mae Yaas and her brother, of Hartford, Connecticut, have 
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started a bank for God. Anna saves all her dimes, and her brother con- 
tributes all his nickels. When the bank is full it is to come to Unity as a 
love offering. Anna asks that all of you pray for her that she may learn 
her lessons perfectly. 

’ J. E. Hurst, of Terre Haute, Indiana, saved his money for Wee Wis- 
dom in his prosperity bank. 

Frederick Kelsey, of Everett, Washington, is so interested in a larger 
Wee Wisdom that he already has secured a new subscriber for the mag- 
azine. 
Viola Edgerly, of San Gabriel, California, Chapman Ranch, Box 
509, asks the price of “Love’s Roses.” She asks, also, that some of the 
Wees write to her. The price of “Love’s Roses” is 25 cents. 

Arline Gray, Box B, Gunnison, Colo., writes to ask if there are other 
Wees in Colorado; if so, will they write to her? 

Alma Newton, Livermore, Ky., is a new member of the Booster Club. 
Alma has the real Booster spirit, and she has written a story, which explains 
some of her ideas of helping others. Doris Pape and other Boosters are 
invited to write to Alma. 

Mary Frances White, Delphos, ani wishes all Wees to know 
that she and her little sister and brother live on a big farm, and that they 
have good times playing under the trees and getting acquainted with the 
many interesting things about their new home. 

Dorothy Scott, of Sandusky, Ohio, 804 Franklin Street, writes to Wee 
Wisdom: “Oh! the joy and interest I have gotten out of you! About the 
tenth of each month when the mail carrier calls ‘Mail,’ I am out to the 
box to see if it is dear little Wee Wisdom. I should love for some of the 
Boosters to write to me. I would not be without Wee Wisdom. Here is 
one of my verses called ‘Loving Ways’:” 

Loving deeds of kindness we ought to spread each day, 
And little deeds of love to plant along the way, 


And give a little smile to those who pass us by, 
For we are little children, obeying God each day. 


Mrs. Raymond Peoples, Winters, Cal., has a Truth baby, three 
years old; he is learning the Faith Prayer, and his mamma takes Wee 
Wisdom for him to tell him the stories. He is trying to understand 
the meaning of, God is love. 


Dorothy Katherine Shead, Fort Worth, Texas, is a new Booster, 
and is going to form a club. We are sending you a little leaflet to 
help you, Dorothy, and your desire to interest others shows that you 
have the Booster spirit. 


Shirley A. Huff, Scotia, Cal., liked her daddy’s birthday pres- 


ent to her very much. Can you guess, Boosters, what it was? Wee 
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Wisdom! And Shirley is now a Booster and is to have a Booster pin. 

Gladys Thibaudeau, of Newhall, Cal., sent us a story about 
“The Wood Fairy;”’ it was very good in its way, but we want Gladys 
to try again, and next time tell about happy things—just what she 
would like to have happen to herself. You see, Wee Wisdom wants 
to send forth only thoughts about people who are doing good. She 
wants to tell of good fairies instead of bad witches. 

Myla Mints, of Cripple Creek, Colo., is a true little Unity and 
Truth student, although she is too young to read Wee Wisdom for 
herself. If she has any kind of a pain she goes to her sister and asks 
that one of the Unity page statements of health be pinned to her dress, 
and she is soon healed. Myla received her first copy of Wee Wisdom 
in October, for her birthday present. 

Doris Joy Chamberlain, of Astoria, Ore., who is now three years 
old, will.in the future have Wee Wisdom addressed to her own name, 
instead of having it sent to her mother. She calls herself Joy, and in 
a little picture in which her face is wreathed in smiles, she says that she 
is “showing her real self.””, Mamma writes that Wee Wisdom presents 
the truth in just the manner adapted to meet the needs of little Joy. 

Dotty Ferguson, St. Louis, Mo., is having a glorious time on a 
big farm in Iowa. She has learned to milk, plant corn, fork hay, 
stack oats, and hunt about eighty eggs a day. Dotty tells of rides in 
the auto when her uncle goes over bumps so fast that she strikes the 
top of the machine and sees a five pointed something. She wants the 
Wees to guess what it is. 

Donald S. Ross, who fails to give his address, writes that he is 
eight years old and that he enjoys Wee Wisdom, especially the Peter 
Pan stories. : 

The little daughter of Lulu Banks, Cache, Okla., is one of the 
Boosters who joined this month. Welcome to the ranks. 

- Edna May White, of Oakland, Cal., has renewed her subscrip- 
tion to Wee Wisdom, which she enjoys very much. 

Maurine Williams, 8722 Orchard Street, Los Angeles, Cal., 
writes that she can hardly wait to read the poems in Wee Wisdom 
because they always have such a lovely meaning. She also says that 
her days are perfect because she repeats whenever she thinks of it, 
“Dear Lord, help me to do what is right.” 

Elizabeth Thompson, 3249 Ellis Avenue, Chicago, Ill., has 
stated her desire to become a Booster and as that is the qualification for 
membership, with the living up ta the motto, she is now a member. 
She wants some of her club mates to write to her. Her favorite stories 
are “Bug-a-Boo-Bill” and “Bug-Bill-a-Boo,” “The Little Gray 
House at the End of the Lane,” and the Puzzle Page. Elizabeth 
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made up a clever little verse about Bill, herself, which we enjoyed 
reading. 

Asta Emerson, Point Roberts, Wash., wants to become a Booster 
and asks the price of the pins. The information about the club is given 
at the head of the Booster Department. Asta also sent us a story 
about “The Terrible Jackknife,”” which had a very good moral, but 
we want all of our young authors to tell about the good of life, for by 
thinking of pleasant and beautiful things we will grow into the habit of 
being kind and true all of the time to every one. 


It is very difficult to make out some of the Wees names from their 
signatures to their letters. It would be a very good plan if each Wee 
would carefully print his name, then there could be no possible mistake, 
and every Wee does like to see his or her name spelled correctly in . 
the magazine. 


Myrtle Runke, Chicago, IIl., has sent for twelve Booster pins for 
the members of a class that is forming a club. Excellent work and a 
fine example to be followed. 


New MEMBERS OF THE BoosTER CLUB 


Graham Offutt Cleaver and Jane Morgan O. Cleaver, of West 
Painfield, New Jersey; Jean Babcock, of Watch Hill, Rhode Island; 
Tobias William Nolan, Jr., Plainfield, New Jersey; Charlotte Elton, of 
70 Church Street, Waterbury, Connecticut, who wants some of the Boosters 
to write to her, and also asks about how to earn a cap. (A cap is sent to 
any one who sends in five new names for Wee Wisdom.) Then there is 
Kathleen Hind, of Los Angeles, who tells that the members there are try- 
ing to raise money for a new Unity church, and Francis Schlegel, of Port- 
land, Oregon, who has already secured a new subscriber to Wee Wisdom. 
. Others are, Pearl Hart, of Washington, Illinois; Zelma Armstrong, of 
Galena, Kansas, who asks some of the Wees to write; Millicent Hight, of 
DeBeque, Colorado, who thinks the Booster motto the best one she ever 
heard. She wants some of the Boosters to write to her, and she tells of how 
happy her music makes her, when she really starts practicing. Doris Estes, 
of 8 West Railroad Street, Norwich, New York, also wants to correspond 
with some of the Club members. An aunt, away off in Honolulu, sends 
Doris her Wee Wisdom. June Stinar, of Bluffton, Minnesota, thought she 
could not be a member unless she sent in a subscription. That is not a 
requirement, it is only a privilege; we are glad to have you boost in any 
way you can, and there are many ways of helping. Robert Greenwood, 
of Denison, Washington, who joins the Club this month, testifies that the 
Prayer of Faith always helps him through his difficulties. Sarah Jane 
Anderman, of Lufkin, Texas, five years old, sent for pins for herself and 
brother. Her grandmother ninety-two years of age sent her the money for 
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the badges of the Booster Club. James (the brother) wants to be a 
Booster, too. Elmer Frank Scott, of Chamberlain, South Dakota, now 
wears a Booster pin, and is “one of us.” Beatrice Ferneybough, of Mon- 
treal, Canada, asks about the Booster pins. They are 25 cents. She 
writes: “I used to be afraid in the dark, but since I have had Wee Wis- 
dom I am not afraid.” She sent in the correct answer to puzzle in August 
Wee Wisdom. She likes best, “Lessons for Young Students,” and next, 
the “Puzzle Page.” Ruth Daniels, of North Weymouth, Mass., asks for 
directions to become.a Booster. Expressing the wish, and living up to the 
motto given at the head of the department, makes one a member of the 
club. Edna May Harrington, in making application to become a Booster, 
tells Wee Wisdom how much she enjoys her visits. 


HOW THE FARM CHILDREN PLAY 
Mary SMITH 


We have our playhouse under the old blackjack tree. We fur- 
nished it with flat rocks, using them for tables, chairs and a stove. Our 
dolls are made of flowers, such as morning-glory, marigold, and holly- 
hock. Our beds are of very nice straw, and a tin bucket is our dresser. 
We take watermelon rind for our doll boats. We then take them for 
a ride in the Spring Branch. Sometimes the boats upset and spill the 
dolls out into the water.. Then we go to hunt more flowers to make 
more dolls. This is the way we play until autumn comes and the 
flowers are gone. Then we start to school, and study begins and play- 
time is gone. 


A FELLOW'S MOTHER 


“A fellow’s mother,” said Fred the wise, 
With his rosy cheeks and his merry eyes, 
“Knows what to do if a fellow gets hurt 

By a thump, or a bruise, or a fall in the dirt. 


“A fellow’s mother is never mad, 
But only sorry if you are bad: 
And I tell you this: If you’re only true, 
She'll always forgive you, what’er you do. 


“T’m sure of this,” said Fred the wise 
With a manly look in his laughing eyes, 
“T’ll mind my mother, quick, every day; 
A fellow’s a ron that don’t obey.” 
—The Boy Magazine. 
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FOUND IN THE KITCHEN 
Contributed by HELEN ELIZABETH PACKER 
Curtail fly plus a word meaning possession. 
Curtail say plus two consonants. 
Curtail Sue plus garb and curtail the result. 
Curtail bee plus an adjective. 
Curtail sob plus day and curtail the result. 


Curtail year plus two consonants. 
Curtail break plus one consonant. 


WORD SQUARE 
VICAR. 


| 


* es 
* 


APA 
* 


RIDDLE 
What is the keynote of good manners? 


SOLUTION TO SEPTEMBER PUZZLE 


2. Nothing after all. 
3. Plates, pleats, petals, palest, staple. 
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Lesson 4, OcToBER 24, 1920. 
WHAT THE KING REQUIRES.—Matthew 5: 1-10; 43-48. 
GoLDEN TEXT—Ye therefore shall be perfect, as your heavenly 
Father is perfect—Matthew 5:48. 
The season is midsummer, and Jesus has gone up “into the mountain,” 


where his disciples have followed him, in order that they may learn the great 


secret of finding happiness. You might think that Jesus would tell them to 
go in search of riches, or to gather beautiful possessions around them, but he 
does not so instruct them. He tells them that those things which will make 
them happy are not worldly things, but a something which they will find 
within themselves. He tells them that the happiest people are the pure in 
heart, the peacemakers, and those who love their neighbors as themselves. 
He also says that it is not enough to love only those who love us, but that 
we should have love for all people everywhere, because we should recognize 
that we are all the children of the same loving Father. When we shall 
do all the things that Jesus has instructed us to do in this lesson, then shall 
we reach that perfection promised us in the Golden Text. 
Questions for the Children to Answer 

Name the eight classes of people Jesus speaks of as being happy. 

Tell in your own words why these things bring happiness. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—!/ do the loving will of 
my Father, and I am happy and blessed. 


Lesson 5, OcToBER 31, 1920. 
HEW DOWN THE CORRUPT TREE.—Matthew 7:15-27. 


GoLDEN TEXT—Every tree that bringeth not forth good fruit is hewn 
down, and cast into the fire—Matthew 7:19. 
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In this lesson we are told to judge people by what they are in their 
hearts. How are we to know what men are in their hearts? By their 
fruits. If you see a: boy or girl stop to pet or speak a kind word to an 
animal, or to help another in distress, you know at once that that boy or 
girl has a kind heart, do you not? Or, if you hear a playmate give a soft 
answer to one who is angry or to one who has spoken sharply, you know 
that your comrade is filled with the Christ Love which finds happiness in 
service. Our actions show what kind of people we are in our hearts, just 
as the kind of fruit we gather shows the kind of tree which bore it. The 
only way to have good fruit is to plant perfect seed and to care for and 
nurture the growing trees. If you find in your orchard a tree which is not 
sound and which will not produce good fruit, cut it down and cast it into 
the fire, and plant a perfect tree in its place. Likewise, if we find in our 
thought orchard thoughts which do not bear good and perfect fruit, let us 
cast them into the consuming fire of love and give the space to those 
thought trees which bear the loving, happy, and kind fruits which give re- 
freshment to all who partake thereof. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

-What kind of thoughts make strong, healthy, beautiful bodies? True 
thoughts of life, and love, and wisdom. 

What does it reveal to us when a person speaks unkind words or acts 
unkindly>? That in this person’s thought garden there is a tree which should 
be hewn down, for it is not bearing perfect fruit. 

Who is responsible for the particular kind of trees in your thought 
garden? You are, and you must resolve that every tree which belongs to 
you shall bear only the perfect fruit of loving words and acts. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LESSON—By their fruits ye shall 
know them. 


Lesson 6, NovEMBER 7, 1920. 
PRINCIPLES OF CHRISTIAN LIVING.—Matthew 6:19-34. 

GoLDEN TEXT—Seek ye first his kingdom, and his righteousness; and 
all these things shall be added unto you.—Matthew 6:33. 

Suppose some of the fairy stories you have read were to suddenly come 
true, and a wonderful fairy prince should come to you and offer you glorious 
opportunities, and tell you how to obtain the fulfillment of your heart’s de- 
sires? Wouldn’t that make you radiantly happy? Of just such a one, our 
lesson of today tells us. Our dear Lord is the good fairy who tells us that 
our Father will clothe us in raiment that is beautiful, and feed us and care 
for us, just as he does the lilies of the field and the birds of the air. In all 
fairy stories we find that the good fairies impose conditions upon their sub- 
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jects before their desires are granted, but our dear Lord only shows us 
where to find our hearts’ desires; he bids us to seek first his kingdom, for he 
knows that therein lies every unfulfilled wish of our hearts. He knows that 
therein all else shall be added unto us. What a delightful task, to seek the 
beautiful Kingdom of Love, and share its joys and its blessings, and to 
abide in its peace forever! 


Questions for the Children to Answer 

Why are we instructed to lay up treasures in heaven? Because the 
treasures in heaven are the only real treasures. 

What are these treasures? The true knowledge of life, and love, and 
wisdom, and how to use them. 

What does the Lord require of us in exchange for all the wonderful 
things he has promised us? That we shall seek first the kingdom and its 
righteousness. 


HELPFUL Trouchr FROM THE Lesson—Thy kingdom come; thy 
will be done. 


Lesson 7, NovEMBER 14, 1920. 
THE POWER AND AUTHORITY OF JESUS.—Matthew 8: 
5-13; 9:35-38. 

GoLDEN TEXT—And Jesus went about all the cities and the villages, 
teaching in their synagogues, and preaching the gospel of the kingdom, and 
healing all manner of disease and all manner of sickness—Matthew 9:35. 


Among the many who had heard of the wonderful works of Jesus, 
was the centurion—told of in our lesson today. One of his servants lay very 
ill, and there was no one who could help him but Jesus. So the cen- 
turion went forth to meet Jesus, to tell him of the lad’s condition. Jesus 
said at once, “I will come and heal him.” But the centurion felt that he 
was unworthy to have the Master come under his roof, and so with touch- 
ing humbleness and faith he asked Him to speak the word only, saying that 
he knew that the word alone would heal his servant. Even Jesus was as- 
tonished at such faith; he spoke the word, and the servant was healed. This 
incident shows to us the great faith which the Master had in the spoken 
word. He knew that it would accomplish the healing, just as surely as 
though He were by the servant’s bedside. The great thing for us to remem- 
ber is that no matter where the person is who needs our help, our true 
thoughts and spoken words will reach him and help him. 


Questions for the Children to Answer 


What caused the centurion to secure from Jesus what he sought? His 
perfect faith. 
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Is there any sickness or disease too hard for the healing power of 
Jesus Christ to overcome? No. 

What made the words of Jesus Christ so effective? His own knowl- 
edge that they would accomplish that whereunto he sent them. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LESSON—AII things are possible to 
them that believe. 


THE BAD DREAM 


When Mother Dawn puts out the stars 
And bids the day begin 


She leans across her window bars 


And calls the wee dreams in. 


The dreams that visit little folk 
Come trooping at her call. 
This morning ere a child awoke 

I saw them one and all. 


(You see today I woke so soon, 
The one thing to be done 
Was just to take a fast balloon 

And breakfast with the sun). 


The good dreams all came running fast, 
The merry dreams the same; 

But sulking low, the very last, 
A little bad dream came. 


And all the good dreams by and by, 
I saw from my balloon, 

Went sailing on the blue, blue sky, 
Upon a crescent moon. 


But one—don’t whisper it aloud— 
That little bad dream stood 

It’s face against a big, black cloud, 

To stay till it was good. 

—Theodosia Garrison. 


A HEALTH JINGLE 


In days of old, when nights were cold, 
' They barred the windows tight; 
These modern nights we have our rights 
And all the year claim air and light. | 
—American Red Cross (Juvenile). 
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MAKING GOOD 


-—— > IN OCTOBER I often think of one of the first verses that 
I Son learned. He was quite young, and he began it this 
way, 

Mr. Squirrel is so busy 

y On this bright “Optober” day. 
Le 2 | This is the brightest sort of an ““Optober” day, and 
Mr. Squi Scqineel:3 is not ‘the only one who is busy. The boys and the girls 
are all busy in school. The fathers all step out briskly to their work 
these cool mornings, and the mothers are cleaning and sewing and 
baking nice good smelly things for the daddies and the children. 

It is inspiring to have something useful to do. I am sure the 
“road to happiness” is just cheerful work. The reason why so many 
people who work seem to be unhappy, is that they think of their exer- 
tion as hard or unpleasant. They do not know that pleasure must 
come from within themselves. It is not what we do, but what we 
think about it, that makes our work enjoyable or otherwise. 

It may be that some of our studies seem dull or hard. If so, 
the source of the trouble is in our minds and can be overcome by 
changing our thoughts. 

When I was a small girl I thought arithmetic was difficult. | 
was very happy in most of my work over my studies, but when the time 
drew near to recite in arithmetic my hands grew cold through fear 
that I could not solve the problems. Then, one year I had a very 
dear and understanding teacher. One evening she asked me to stay 
and help her. While we were working together she said, ““Why is 
it that you do so well in reading and spelling, and absolutely fail 
in arithmetic >?” 

I answered impulsively, “It is because I hate it. I am always 
afraid I shall miss the problems.” 

“T see,” my teacher answered thoughtfully. Then after a mo- 
Peg she said, “I wonder if you would be willing to try a plan I have 

r you?” 
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I would have been willing to try anything for her because I loved 


her, so I answered, “Yes.” 

“Then tomorrow I wish you would bring to the arithmetic. class 
the same happy, bright mind that you bring to your other lessons. 
Change your mind about hating it, and do not be afraid. I shall not 
be cross or disappointed if you do not solve a problem. I-shall be 
satisfied if you come to the class happy. Pretend, if you like, that you 
are coming to something you enjoy very much—a story hour for 
instance.” I promised. 

The next day as the arithmetic — approached I was so busy 
thinking of the secret understanding between my teacher and myself 
that I forgot all fear. As we opened our books she smiled brightly 
at me. As the lesson progressed, she did not ask me a question. Be- 
cause my mind was not clouded with fear, I began to take an interest 
in the lesson and to get a glimpse of the principle behind it. Soon my 
hand was going up in answer to the questions, and at the end of the 
lesson I was radiant. I had actually become interested in arithmetic 
and was anxious to study tomorrow’s lesson. 

Of course there were times when I had to be helped in the solv- 
ing of a problem, but my teacher patiently explained the principles un- 
derlying the study, and never again was I afraid of that work. For 
that reason I began to like the problems, and after that my grades 
were satisfactory. 

If there is a study which seems hard to any of you, try my 
teacher’s plan. Change your mind about the study. If you empty 
your mind of all thoughts of dislike and fear, then the pure clear 
thoughts from the Source of all knowledge, which is within you, will 
fill their places. 

Perhaps there is a task in your daily life which you dislike 
because it seems small or commonplace. Perhaps you wish to be- 
come a musician, but find that at present you must help your mother 
with the dishes. Determine to do them well and be happy in the 
work, because you are helping your mother and doing something 
useful. If you succeed in this, you will discover that the mastery 
which you have gained over yourself will help you later to become 
a good musician. 

‘It is not our work or our studies which make us happy or un- 
happy. It is ourselves who make the task pleasant or unpleasant. 

Through all the bright, crisp “Optober” days, when we want 
to do things, and while we are doing them, let us be happy. Success 
lies not in some big thing away in the future, but in the task at hand 
which is cheerfully and faithfully performed. 
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OCTOBER; 


There's a lovely background 
Of soft rich brown, 
For the leaves, crimson and yellow, 


And each leaf shines in the autumn 
sun, 

And holds the light when the day is 
done 

To make the short twilight mellow. 
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